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he screamed with pain at the slightest movement,
and he had grown too big for her to carry. She felt
that he was dying. She flung herself down by him,
caressing his head, and calling to him not to leave
her. "Punch! Appu! Punchi Appu!" she kept re-
peating, "you must not die. Surely the god who
gave you to me will save you. Punchi Appu7 Punchi
Appu, you cannot die.53
Then gradually a sense only of dull despair settled
upon her. She sat through the long day unconscious
of the passing of time. She was unaware when the
deer died; she knew that he was dead now, and that
with him everything had died for her. There was
nothing for her to live for now, and already she felt
life slipping from her. She thought of the child
who had died too: she had missed her, and grieved
for her, but she had never loved the child as she
loved the deer. He had come to her, a wild thing
from the jungle, the god's mysterious gift. Now he
was lying there dead, his broken limbs twisted under
him, the dead white eyes bulging, the tongue hang-
ing out from the open mouth. She shuddered as she
remembered the scene, shuddered as she recalled
the thud of the stones and the blows.
She was found by Silindu next morning, still sit-
ting naked by the body of the deer, her hair wet
with the dew, and her limbs stiff with the chill of